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But the star had slrendy turned on his
heel and regained his place st the table.
Freda, with a hasty “Never mind, 0
went on, “‘SBee that girl over there—it's
Marguerite Granite.™

“From the school? Ts—is she with us
this senson?"

*Yex.™ T

Here Ki broke in, rapping his stick
sharply aorossthe table, o

“Come, come, come, come let’s get to
wdi:' ludies snd gentlemen, let's get to
work."

Miss Fllaine shrunk back. Everyone
became attontive and to 1all into
place, but all eves kept watchfully en Kil
dare. The piece wasa reproduotion from
the last season, and nearly all the actors
hoving been in the ecom the year be-
fore, were up in their pagts and business.
The mew people betrayed themselves at
onee by stumbling and earrving their parts.
As the progress of the play discovered them,
they were presented by M er Dash to
the star in eaplanation of their slowness.
Daisy observed that they were treated with
scant courtesy, and thut their mistakes were
tuken by Kildare ns unmistakable evidence
of idiocy or malice. She waited in terror
for ber cue, which, according  to her manu-
wcript, eamne enmewhore in the first act, but
when or by whom given she had no idea
She vvas alone now, and grew frightened.
She wes awed, toa, by Freds, who seemed
to have forgotten mner, and who, aftera

“laugh outside,” bounded on the st

#he poeted in an untrammeled mauner that
sccctued wonderful to Daisy. It wasnota
bit the way she hind dooe Lady Macbeth at
the school, l‘:\'vl’_\‘ﬂh!‘ “Mfﬁa." At the

elichiest evidence of slurring lines or busi-
mess, and ofien when no such evidenes
scemod noticeable, Kildare shouted harshly:
“We will huve ev-er-ything done just as at
night.”

Whenever the star's angry urbithm?n
him near 1o Miss Ellaine lﬁrpludednft ¥:
“RBob, Boly, don't.”

The rest of the compaey looked stolidly
indifierent or secretly edified, when finally
Iildare eried: *“Go on,” and mothing went
<on

“Well—well—well—welll” he growled,
“what is it—whut is it?

“It's Meg's entranee,” said Freds, wali-
antly, breaking the panse.

“Well, where's Meg, then?”

At this the manager hastily bottonholed
him. The star said “Oh" and “Ab" and
glanced under his hrows at Daisy, who rose
trembling,  Mr. Dash came toward her and
ehook hands kindly, ssying:  “‘Let me take
to you—>""but Kildare had tollowed and
extended his hand.

“Miss Granite
}""I-. TH_\ l!l'}lr..

YT have told Mr. Kildare of yor,” said

Ah, 1 am so glad to see

Dash.

“And | am sure we shall like each other,"
went on the star.

He seomed another man. He stood and
elintted 4 few seconds, Daisy feeling nncom-

foriably invelved in discourtesy to the
ailier people. Presently he remembered
thein.  With a sweeping gesture, and lift.
{uz liix voiee, be said:

ies and gentlemen, Miss Granite,
) *s Miss Davis’ plnce. Have you
ur part, Miss Granive? Ah—will you be
( to make your entrance—upper
with—um—yon have not vet met—"
nisy  followed him to the little red-
woman, “Miss Elluine,” he said,
lvt me present—"*

Miss Lllaine came forward hastily, *T
bolieve I know Miss (Granite,” she ﬂjl{,
Ywee—we wera mt schonl together.” Then
suyly 1o Daler, “We enter left upper.”

CHAPTER TL
HENROYD BRETON,

Mr=. Gravite gave a little sob and put her
handkerchief to her eves. “Ah Mr. Bre-
ton, " she smid, “what you say istrue. We
tried 1o dizsnade Marguerite.  Rather would
1 hsve worked my fingers to the bone,
bt sl would She is so brave and
energetie, "’

Henroxd Breton paced the floer, a heavy
B hiz face. He g]ﬂnﬂ‘d at Mrs,
Gramite’s prettily gowned figare, and the
fashloped diamond rings on the fingers
hich ehe was ready to work to the hone.
) be said shortly: “Mrs. Granite, 1 will
# I am interested, deeply interested in
Innghter, and I trust my alarm for her
= in her present position will not be
bed as impertinent. ™
on!—my dear hushand’s dearest friend!
(th, Mr. Breton, how often huve I heard
Wim say if 4 man like Henrovd Breton—
but——." and Mrs. Granite gurgled into in-

=l
o

O ennngl

wl on

Come, Lets (oot o Work?!

e hereney—then dapreciatingly. T assure
i, Murmaerite i3 woll eared for. Ay
re i« very kingd to her.™”

A Han
sy

Iildure be hanged! T beg your
: “And there is a voung ladv with the
trovipe whe wns with Marguerite at the
Dirimatie sohoal, ™

~A soronmpendation?™

very lovely voung lady of whom Mar-
nks a great deal, Miss Sonaday.”
wred his walk,  “Sonaday—

nerite writes of her as Freda.**
! A voung woman whom I met
¢ with a party on the Casino
lady who witha turn of hor
# luneh, gave me permission to
thnt firer mecting. Oh, a very
Arl—verr—hur——"

"1 wm sure it is not 1he same lady,” sald
Mre. Granite undisturied. “This lady
must be quite proper or Margnerite would
pever ke bor so much. They are together
all the timwe. "

Breton ground his teeth “all the time."
Margoerite! The child be had seen grow
from swoet, solemn-eved babyrhoed Inte the
chary ot lawer years, drn;é;cfl around to
Curino roofs npd goetting used to it—getti
weed 1o it!  He spoke goavely: “Had I h:g
here at the unfortunate time of vour daugh-
ter's decision 1 should have endeavored to
jeflucnge von ngainst peruigting it. As it
is, mat I beg your suthority to render Miss
Grauiie sucli protection as she may be in-
elined 10 permit, shonld my duties happen
1o tuke me where hier company may be ‘Dm’-
g

0l dear, yesland a mother's gratitude
on vour bead! 1T you only had been here,
dear Mr. Droton, things might have been
for different—but—"" and agzio Mrs. Granite
gurgied into incohereney.

“On the stagel Oun the stage!” Dreton
rammwed his hands into his and
shrogped himsell impatiently as he strode
to the station. What ao inferngl ¢ to

happen. Matters had been bad en as
they were—thinking to marry s like
that-—of no family and no that
he bad decided to marry her. He knew bis

family didn’t expeet him to marry unless
be secured a fortune br go doing. Tt was

1 Ah!

self. If he meant to marry her, why hadn't
he done so before and avoided this break of
hers. If she belonged to'the “other class™

did
not like to take Margoerite on the level of
other women for whom he eould follow out
"his faney. He really could not think of her
as being or coming to be like this girl Sona-
day. Bewitching girl that! Quick as a
flach snd not easy to get hold ofi—bewitch-
ing ! almost worth chasitg, but Marzuerite!
Marguerite growing like that! Marguerite
guining the experience which alone would
$0 equip & woman with such provocative
fu:ﬂmi'm. An impulse to hasten at once
to her and take her authoritatively sway
from such contamination seized him, an
impulse which he promptly hooted down.
The girl bad taken the step of herself, he

after the other.

“Don’t be frightened, dnllns. Think! I
pearly lost you u moment QFJ

Daisy's wild-eyed look of questioning be-
ecame o fixed stare which he met with one of

burning tenderness,

“Don’t be afraid. {”:lnn bemIl:::t!nﬁd'
into speaking mors a than
and my ge;‘:fe little girl glghtened. Bee,
dear! I will begin as Ishould—as I fol-
lowed you to do.”” i

“What was it made you follow me?"
Daisy asked, piteously, eatehing at what
she understood, and rememberipg that for
no reason in the world of which she knew
would the star follow her anywhere unless
to spesk of some fault in her playing.
“Have—have I done anything wrong?

“What a baby it is!"” Then he wenton
with soothing inflection. “I followed yon
because I wanted to see you and talk to you

We I'ri:d.ro Diszvade Marguerite,

wouldl give himself & good chance to see
what it meant, He wouldn’t at his time of
life make a fool of himself and marry a
woman to keep her away from others, If
others conld get her they were welcome,and
he'd take his chances at her himself if he
happened to feel like it, and—but, devil
take it, he conidn’t think of Marguerite so,
and’he conld not hoot down the impulse to
get her in time and save her.

Save ber! as if any woman eonld besaved
from finding her own level when she once
shakes off the shacklies of restmaint and is
free to seek that level As if any woman
ever feit below the level of her soul, bah!
As if anr woman who needed “‘saving”™ was
worth saving. The impulse that bad di-
rected this girl to the stace doubtless signi-
fied a nature framed to assimilate the evil
there. All alike! All! Where would the
company be this time of vear? He bought
a dramatic paper from the stand in the sta-
tion at Chicago. On the first page glared a
plump-chested tragedian, his feet upon the
neck of a supe, the heels of the supe being
in sudden perspective. P two was de-
voted to an acconnt of said tragedisn and
gossip asbont other  tragedians, ete

He ran down the K's. “Kafie Fly," Osh-
kosh, November 1: *‘Kicked Out" company;
“Korkers Flip-Flap Company;” *“Kite's

Fiyers.'" Xot therel Then be tried
the R's.  “Rapid Transit Co.” “Rainbow
Barlesquers;” “Rent Asunder Co.;” “Rice
Pudding Burlesque;” “Robert Kildare."
“Washington 83— week,™

Besides he would not mind a glimpee of
Sonaday.

CHAPTER IIL
LET MB HELP YOU.

A breakdown near Niagara The train
was run off on a side track and word went
through the cars that no start would be
made for a couple of honrs

“Lucky it's Sunday night,” Kildare sald,
shaking himeelf into his heavy coat. “'Come,
Bird, we will take a look at the falle.™

The girl’s face was white,

“Isn’t it rather a walk?™
taintly.

“If you are going to whine about it—""

“No, Bob—"

Kildare looked gloemily down on her.
The contrast between the two was striking.
Ponsibly her frail, childish face ap‘renled to
him from its very lack of color and beanty,
for he said with a change to geutleness:

“Likely it is far. You stay here and keep
gquiet—there! I'll wrap vou wup.” Afler
tucking the robes about her, he patted her
cheek, and, turning up his t eollar,
said “Goodby, Baby,” and lrﬁ:’mlﬁl Inst
inflection was half earessing, half mocking,
Bird lay still, where he had left her, on the
eouch in the little private saloon st the end
of the parlor car. The place was packed
with traveling cases, rugs, shawls, a big
open box of cut flowers loy on the zeat op-
posite, and filled the clese air with heavy
perfume, s small dog curled in s basket on
the floor, and a half clored hamper showed
tissue paper wrapped packages, and fresh
fruit. Presently Bird lifted her left hand, a
thin white band, the nails manicured care-
fullr, Esch finger was ringed. On the
fourth finger were two pearls and a large
turquoeise, The veing along the back of the
hund were almost es blue. Bird traced
them idly with a finger of her right hand,
then began slowly tarning the stones of her
Ti toward her palm. As the plain gold
cireles showed on her fourth finger her eves
shadowed. She pulled oft all the rines
from her left hand, except one, and this
one had the jewel toward the palm of her
fourth finger.

She looked at her hand, bared mave this
one band of plain gold, and, while a smile
touched her lips into & new sadness, the
tears rolled down her cheeks. To check
kerself she turned her palm that she might
see the stone the plain band held, but at
sight of the pearl she began to sob, and so,
with the back of her wrist agninst her close-
drawn lips, and her hand elenched, she lay
crving, while the loose Jot of scattered
Jjewels gleamed in the folds of the rug.

Meanwhile, Kildare walked brisf‘.ly up
the trnck. As he neared the brid cliun-
ning the rapids he sprung doewn tha%\an k to
continue his tramp alomg the cliff. The sun
was cleaving through dul! orange and red
clouds, low at the west, and & ruddy glow
enffused everything, _ turning the high
lights of the snow to a pink and giving tie
ratling along the elifl a brouze edge. A
little way down the rapids two g‘iﬂl?l‘d
over the rail.  Kildare looked at them curi-
:nuly. One spoke and her voice reached

she asked

AnL

“I*m getting the horrors, Daisy; J'll go |
back to the train. No reason why 15:
shouldn't stay, only don't get Jeft.”

s * waid Kildare to himself, im-
patiently, watching her as she swung u
the erisp path. The look that followed her
wasnot & pleasant one. Her freedom of
movement, the well-poised grace of her run
up the bank to the traek, the flash of her
red Tam, and the gleam her brown hair
took in the slanting orange light, all irri-
tated him, Daisv? So the other girl was
Miss Granite. He looked at Marguerite’s
figure discontentedly and then again after

a.
“Wigh it had been the other way,” he
grumwbled, snd strode briskly toward Mar-
guerite.

At the erunching of the snow behiod her
she turned with a ery, and receding came
heavily against the unsteady railing. Kil-
dare, with a hoarse exclamation, sprung for-
weard and canght her in his nrm. Then, re-
moving his cigar, made an exclamation un-
der his breath.

*I—ryou—I vdidn"t koow who I was,™

stammered Daisy.

Kildare did not heed bher move to with-
draw from his hold, but, with one arm still
about her, and feeling he hsd

start, he leaned heavily upon the rail.
“1 ht you were over,” he ex-
; it turned me {li for s moment.”’

L]
“Daisy's eyes widened, and she made a
ck move as if to support him.
“I followed you ," he went on,
bluntly, as does o man who in the reaction

“Oh, dear—what.for?"*

“The deucel” ejaculated Kildare with
unconseious truth. He had been hunting
for a match and found himself without one.
To Daisy the remark was so irrelevant that
her ear failed to cateh it, especinlly as Kil-
dare went on as if he had not spoken.
= “Marguerite, try to forget for once that T
am your employer—yonr star. Why, child,
from the lirst moment I saw you I kinew yon
for a evmpatica. I knew we ocould help
each other—care for each other,” )

Poor Daisy, almost crying with distress,
here broke Tn tremulously:  “Indeed, in-
deed: 1 don't understand youn."

Kildare seemed to refleckh 8 moment,
then he went on: *‘Little one, have you
not lived long enough to learn that no one
can slone reach happiness?"

His artist soul was stirred at the uneon-
scious pathos of the girl's Innocent per-
plexity. When was ever a woman seen on
the stage who wonld listen like that—
hands clasped, head lifted and eyes steady,
despite tremulous, half-parted lips; but his
words flowed emoothly. “How more than

true this is of us—of you and of me; both
working at the same elusive art, both need-
ing help end sympathy, as only we of this
life can need it to me, Marguerite.
Let me help you."

“Oh! how good you are," cried Daisy, the
tears in her eves fslliugh:tuddenty to make
way for the happiness that sprung into her
face. “How good are! I do get dis-
couraged, though I try so hard. Sometimes
I have felt like giving up. I never dared
hope anyone like you wonld help me. If
you only will, I shall improve so fust. I
shall not bother you much.”

Kildare was somewhat staggered, but ope
way tos woman's confidence is ns as
another. “Help you? We will help each
other. Bide by side we will conguer art,
gide by side we shall be ired.™

Daisy’s face fell. “Side by side.” A
pale ince with wistful eyes rose before her,
the face of the little leading ladw, Mise
Ellnine. She faltered the name, and Kil-
dare was for a momeut dashed. *“‘She is
your leading lady, and, anyhow, I am far
too stupid.” At this he gathered himself,

“Bird—poor little Bird.” He spoke
gently, as one speaks of a tenderly regarded
invalid. “She bhas no sirength, no power.
You can see that,” and he lifted his eye-
brows, while a smile of commiscrafive
kindliness softened the lines abount his
month. ““‘Bird is all very well in these
light things I am doing now, but as I mount
in my art I must leave Bird—I cannot de-
pend on her ™

Daisy choked. She had understood that
the star and the little, pale leading lady
were matrimonially engaged. DBesides,
even if the reported betrothal were not true,
somehow Bird's fnded cheek and wan smile
had mads strong appeal to Daisy's
symupathies.  Daisy remsmbered her at
school—a chubby, light-hearted soubrette,
and now her woman's sonl was shocked at
Kildare's easy dismissal of the matter.

“Poor little Bird,”" he went on, “I think
a great deal of her, and have tried to make
her days brighter. They will not be many.
1 shall always be the friend I always bave
been to her.”

He shook his head, as if Le had retired to
commune with his own tender heart.
Through the introspective unconsciousness
of his expression shone what to Da
seemed unmistakable sign of a feeling whie
must be genuine since ?-:" 80 betrayed itself
while the man himself had forgotien her
Y She dared not but as his
face cleared to recognition of herself, she
felt all doubts melt away. Her confidence

in all thin sprung joyfully to her
heart and %:elmn his intnggity ea
conviction.

“I shall always fesl kindly to the little
girl,” Kildare went on, ‘“but I ecannot
shackle my artist freedom with -her in-
capacity. It is for you to stand by me."”

J:.f"liﬂ Daisy's gentle heart turned toward
Bird, She remmembered the dog-like look of
devotion with which those brown eyes
often followed Kildare, Her womnn's sym-
pathy was quick to realize the pain another
woman might find in loving and again she

she suid: “But—but,” and again Kildare
understood.

“I sup 50, he sighed, shaking his
head as if to himself. **No one was ever

kind to her but me. Yet, my Marguerite,
hers is & shallow nature. A pet loves the
hand that feeds it. I shall nlways beall I
ean to her, but my work must go on, and I
must have h lg. .

*‘Help?"* Daisy's breath eame fast.

“The belp oi a strong, loyal woman's
nature. A nature like yours. To you I
come. 'We can stand side by side a.nr\‘mrk
together.”

““What do you want me to do?""

On his own aceount, Kildare n desire to
laugh. As anartist he was filled with ad-
miration. He laid his hand over hers, as
it lay on the railing, and his voice athrill
with ion and earnestness, the voice he
used in the third aet, he suid, bending his
head that he might :mnk more softly:
“Daisy, I have never before turned. to a
woman as I turn to you now.
tle heart speak for me.”

She moved back and lifted ler earnest
3 h“‘l‘hen. with inﬁnir.; gity and
regret in voice, and & pink rising
from throat to brow, she rpnke: “Forgive
me, you are 50 goou—so kind! But—but—I

don't love you. Indeed, indeed, I don’t
aiall.”
lease ldon'l.," she

sobbed; *

don't! It is all so sudden. I—-Iwiﬂm

love but I—I can’t all at
““How long must I wait?"
She laid her hand

“Oll.,

[ To Be Contimud Next Sumday. ]
Copyrightad, 1891, by the Author's Altionos,
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Social Calls Upon Cleveland, Booth, Jeffer-
son and Robson.

THRILLING INTERVIEW WITH A BEAR

[CORAESPONDENCE OF THE DISFATCH.)

Care Cop, Mass, Ang. 20.—Marvelons
are the ways of travel in these days, and
how Jittle sympathy is given to the tale of
the tired old “‘tie wig™ of other times who
moans over the loss of “them good old
days.” So far as I am concerned, heis
welcome to his good old days. T, too, have
tasted of the times when travel was free
from conventionality and coal dust, but I
do not pine for the return of those days.
I can recall the days when our family
clothed itself from the wool of their own
slender flock, and when my mather ent ont
my clothes by means of a pruning knife,
People who criticise my appearance now
should have cast their eyes over me then.

But look now at the swift and beantiful
schediles of our vast railway svstems, grid-
ironing, as I may say, the great and pros-
perous  land.  Everywhere, too, new
pleasure and health resoris are springing
up. From Bar Harbor to St Augustine,
the entire Atlantic coast is fringed with
beauntiful seaside cottages and taverns for
the rieh, the middlesized rich, and even
those who can afford only a day or two by
the side of the old smelling sea.

NE ARRIVED WITHOUT CHANGR

T started a few weeks ago from my North
Carolinn retrent, and in 24 enjoyable honrs
wie in New York without change. Tt was
not the first time I had found myself in New
York without change, and by a_recent ar-
rangement the Pennsylvania Railroad—
which, by the way, I have always regarded
as one of our most talented and gifted roads
—has established a sleeping car sorvice, by
ge, the New
Yorker may, inside of 24 hours, find him-
self in the high and heulthful hills of
Western Northk Carolina with an appetite
certninly out of proportion to his income,

Reversing this order, I came up on a
train, arriving at Jersey City at 430, I
then walked on board a Fall Itiver boat at
5:30, on whose decks as Iarrived a delight-
ful band was Plaring “See the Conquering
Hero Comes.”  Hastily doffing my dapper
little speckled straw hat, I placed in charge
of the steward, Mr. David Washington, a
large watermelon, which I had hurriedly

.| bought and concealed in a shawl strap, and,

ing forward, was soon seen chatting gayly
ﬁtbgn. bunko man, who snid that g:g.hm'l
often been delighted by my rare genius and
such thingsas that. He was a man, too,
whom I do not remember ever to have saw
before nor since. How many new acquaint-
ances one may pick up about New York if
he shows a pleased and joyous nature,

LIEE A COUNTRY HOUSE IN TOWN.

New York is about eight sizes too large
for me I sometimes think. Cohasset is more
my size. e towns mnke me shy and
snort like a grass-fed elderly farm horse at
the Fall of Babylon fireworks. Inferior
people notice me with scorn in New York
and comment on my sylvan methods, but up
here associating with Mr, Cleveland and
Herr Joseph Jefferson and Mr. Booth and
Mr. Gilder and Mr. Robson, all of whom
ars sturdy woodsmen, raising their own
vegetables at enormous expense, I feel less
skittish

Mr. Jeffersor said: “Come up. Here
youare safe. There is not a bunko man on
Burzard's Bay.”

So we took paseage on the Why? anew
steam yacht which Mr. Robson is having
repaired most of the time, he says, for the
rare exhilaration afforded by knowing thas
he has a nice yacht at the paint shop or
the plumber's ““just petting the finishing
tonches put on it.” He claims that u yacht
most slways needs something done to'it to-
morrow, and then it takes s dav or two for
the paint to dry, and then lyun suddenly
look at your watch and find that the sum-
mer is gone and work begun. Is it not so
generally in this 1ife? Oh, how often I
sometimes think that terrapin and Johannis-
berger go with insomnia, while health and
hunger often go with low spirited bread
and prune sauce,

PINING FOR THE LONG AGO.

Oh, take me back, I often ory at night, as
the soft winds moan through the costly
laces of my casement; take me back snd Iny

iz Old-Tume Clothes,

me once more across my mother's knee as of
vore, only taking care to have me placed
the other side up.

Charles Jeflerson was the pioneer of Buz-
zard’s Bay, He bought at $32 per acre what
is now selling by the front foot along the
beautiful waters of Buttermilk Hay, I think
it i, an arm of Buszand's Bay, aod now one
may see at eventide the hale and sleek
Charles gloating over his ill-gotten gains,
while near by is the hospitable roof of his
father's cheery house on one side and the
pretty coténges of Tom and Mr. Jefferson's
sister Corny on the other.

I was surprised to find Mr. Booth's health
s0 good and his endurance so great. He
listened to an entire play of min®e and then
walked two or three miles. He said he did
not mind to walk after hearing the piay.
There is more humor about Mr. Booth than
I thought after secing him as Homlel, Ham-
ig, he says, does not give him much ehance
that way. I have offered to brighten np
Hamlet for him on a royalty and he is goin
to think it over for afew weeks, As
wrang bis hand at parting he said he might
not do it the coming season and possibly
not the season after, so I will have plenty
of time to do it in a satisfactory way.

BOOTH AXND JEFFERSON AS HOSTS,

Mr. Booth, I have no doubt, is reserved
and quiet with strangers, and on short
acqeaintance does not seek to  be the life of
the party, but when he is among old frisnds
he is at his best, and his fine eyes often
twinkle in a way to make you forget the
Cordelia aflair and the bad break made by

moment the crack of Charley’s rifle rang
out through the gathering twilight. I saw
the head of the low, coarse brute droop and
fall from the log over which it had been

peering,
Then we all rushed forward to see him,
though I hung back a little, being only a
guest, of course, and soa little reticent,
also remembering, too, that one of my an-
cestors who onee went up to take the tem-
Kem:um of a wounded bear never came
ome any mra.d tlhong;h 'f" 100 y@;s have
now owly OTena on we
o= hat {fm bear was dead.

got there we saw t .
. white
ng nﬂ'l;m

We also saw n string—a lo
—attached to the bearand le
alarge tree. It was attached to Thomas

I Bownded Away.

Jefferson also. The bear was a taxidermed
rug, which the reader may see at the home
of Mr. Jefferson on a still day.

Several present laughed at this I
laughed with them, but it was like the hol-
low and simulated mirth of a man who
a bright little son of his own, but who ia
com;ellnd to laugh at the humorous re-
marks of another boy as given by his father.

THE CLICK OF THE KODAK.
Buzzard's Bay is destined to be s very
gmpemus and well-known locality—possi-

ly too much so to please those who have
gone there to make a quiet home. While
we sat on Mr. Jeilerson's porch severnl car-
riages were driven in over the privatedrive,
came up timidly, turned g0 that the oceu-

ants could get a good view of the group, &
Eodnk lunch box clicked, then they drove
reluetantly awny. At such times it was
amusing to see Mr. Booth and Mr. Jefferson
apparently  take it for granted that they
were the ohjects of the visitors’ curiosity,
I allowed them to think so, They still
think so,

Mrs, Cleveland called at the Jefferson
home while T was there. 8She seemed to
think that T was 8 good deal younger man
than she had expected to see. This will
help Mr. Cleveland very much in the com-
ing campaign.  People who find me much
younger and more attractive than they had

en led to believe will always find in me a
stanch friend.

Mrs. Cleveland also looks more younger,
brighter and more charming than i had ex-
pected even to find her, She still shows the
seme elasticity of step and straightforward
glanee of sincers and unstudied welcome
that made her the first lady in the land. In
dmiuﬁ. I may add that whatever Mrs
Clevelund’s age may be, she doesn’t look it
by at lenst a year and a half, Brir Nye

EXPERIMENTING IN THE LYMPH
Pittsburg Doctors Buy Lots of It, bat Are
Cautious About Resalts,

Sinee the papers have thrown Kooh's cure
over the rail it might be supposed that it
was abandoned, says Lucius Einholl,
traveler for a large wholesale drug firm, in
the St. Louis Giode-Democrat. 1t is really
gaining a foothold among the medical pro-
fession only since the papers dropped it.
My firm is importing the ljmph—im orting
itin Iane quantities, and I am selling it
daily all over the country. I sellin quan-
tities large in proportion to its value. Yon
must remember that an ordinary beer bottle
full of it is wortk about $23,000. You may
sec it can not be used as a beverage. To
tell the truth, almost every physician in
the country, who does anything in the WA
of original researeh or experimentation, is
now quietly testing this lymph in his own
private practice.

I baye just returned from Pittsburg,
where I talked with 13 doctors who ha
been trying it in the last three months on
from 1 to 18 patients, the Iatter number oc-
curing in the practice of a specislist in
pulmonary I cannot get from
them definite statements of their verdict as
to its valne, The ludicrous uwproar and
hubliub over its first ap ce made them
extremely eautious in this partieular. They
seein to think it werth carrying on extended
experiments with, sinee the firm which I
represent is sending out weekly some!hin%
over $10,M00 worth of the precions fluid,
have henrd some very good reports of its
use, and I shonld not be at all surprised if
next winter should witness a renewal of the
the exciteruent over the remedy, but ina
entirely difforent way. The very silence
that the best physicians maintain convinces
me of this,

BTEALING THE BRUSSIAN CROWHN.

One of the Robhers Died Under the Enouat
and Another Went to Siberia.
Phiiadelphia Press, ]

Beveral attempts have been made to steal
the Russian crown from its repose in the
Kremlin at Moscow. The Intest was in the
reign of the Emperor Nicholas, about the
beginning of the Crimean war. A grand
master of the conrt named De Stackelberg
was said to be at the head of the conspiracy.
The actunl robbers, two young men of good
families in Moscow, had obtained access to
the repository of the precious treasure,
Wwhen aceidentally detected by s sentinel.
Thlfﬁ‘ were eaptured and imprisoned

ey confessed that De Stackelberg had
supplied them with information as to the
locality of the erown jewels, and how to ob-
tain access to them, and that the intention
was to break up the crown, and dispose of
tiwe gold 1n Barope, and the gems, so far as
possible, in Egvpt and other Oriental eoun-
tries. Grinevitch, tho one who had taken
the more active part in the attempted rob-
bery, died under the koout; Zakharjevski,
the other robber, was banished to farther
Biberia. De Srse!:elherg protested his inno-
cence, and there being no evidence against
him, other than the confession of the crimi-
nais, he was dismissed from his post at
court, but not otherwise punished.

THE BUICEER OF CEHINA.

As Pork Is All He Has to Denl With e
Gets to Be Very Expert,

The principal article of meat diet with
the Chinese is pork. It is to them what
beefl is to the true son of Albion’s isle. The
Chinese butcher, having only the one
species of animal on which to exercise his
skill, has become by practice & hog anato-
mist in the full sense of the word, A fat

ker ns soon as it is placed on the block
aretail Chinese butcher shop is scientifi-
eally rid of all its bones. The carcass is ex-
y ent into strips, so that every custo-

mer gets an equal quantity of fat and lean

with his purchase. It is sold salted,
smoked or rossted ready for

It is slso smeared with nut oil and dis-
poeed of in a semi-dried state, The
celestial is frequently to be seen in

s b-cent ins strip of

por! ch he eats evidence of
eatisfactory relish as he along the
street.

THE PLEASURES THE PLACE OFFERS

Ang. 19.—"T know a bank where—""

says the scribe, austerely,
poppy and mandragorsand the arts that make
medicine sleep, or that happy place where
there are no mountains to climb, no piano,
no band, no hops, no changing of gowns, no
clatter of waiters, but only the soft silence
that heals the blows of the too busy world,
incessantly hsmmering out ideas, improve-
ments, discoveries, fashions—""

will show you that place. The days will
be a3 long as the days of your childhood,
the nights filled with enchanting slumber.
The ambitious hurrying world has not in-
vaded it. For 200
been serenely indifferent to the march of
improvement. It may date back to the dis-
persion at
out to grow up with his ewn
his own country. It is a little nook in
New Jersey.’

Jerse
over in the Mayflower for the same reason
the Scoteh woman gave for the Gordons not
being saved in the Ark—they bad a boat of
their own,

tors of the State;

ures aod their lives that their children
might have a country. When

tion. She has seen so much, she knows so
many things, her hair isso golden above
her smooth, young
her count

TMP:M‘ Ch r:md Brooklyn bridg
rinit i roo| e, and
Ctimbi ’Ehnﬂe are hills

time, No one worries, there Is nothing
worth worry

and laughed at in those days. TPeople had
not even learned how to burn coal.

or or mandragora? For we sleep
an srig). Never were there such nights
out of childhood.
our letters, the primitive method of ob-
taining them. For even here there is a
downtown.
aristocratie part. Here are mansions from
80 to 100 years old, and quaint little base-
ment cottages, with only a half story sbove
the parlor.
laer mansion have gathered the elite of the
surrounding towns, “beanty und chivelry”
as d:ell:;in Dyron’s time. Statesmen and
udges, the
,{rlden formal world.
have gone out and reared new altars and
new I'E.m

Quiet elderly, people came and spent their
summers and
besutiful winding ways. Its wide arching
stately trees remainto k it company
Then here jnst aboveis the old burying
gronnd with epitaphs of
and the more modern well
ehurches of ancient lineage, front on Main
street, The vines and old trees cling loving-
Iy to the soil.

_—

[CORERESFONDENCE OF THE DISPATCI.]
BeLLEVILLE TO AQUACEANONCE,N. J.,

“But I am not in search of wild thyme,"
“If you know of

‘‘Come with me,” says the Queen, I

years and more it has

1, where emLm went
guage and

flares up. She is a troe bloe

The Queen
Her ancestors did not come

woman,

FATEIOTIC TO THE CORRE

They were among the old lords, proprie-

ey wintered at Valley

Forge, they gave freely of theirsmall tress-
you look at
the Queen yon believe at once in reincarna-

brow. B8he is proud of
Ty and her native State.

“Good!"" The acoent is withering. *Are
we not tourist and boarder-ridden one
end of the State to the other? From Am-
boy to Cape May they bathe, promenade,
flirt and dance, You fingd them and their
Eagle Rock, viewing

then elimbing on and on.

and mcmumig:fl wildernesses for camping,
hunting and fishing, There is the beauti
Delaware on one side, the ocean snd the
Hudson on the other. There are lakes and

rivers—"" | -
*It is not to be a tramp. can prom-
ise the sleep,” says the .ufu": “And it

must not be ten miles from & lemon or civ-
ilization,""

“It is the land where it is ‘slways after-
noon.” No one hurries, there is plenty of

ing about. People go on in-
terminably, tha? have such a confirmed
habit of living.”

*‘But mosquitos—""

““There are nets, Tn ecountrles where"
there are no nitos and no nets the flies
awake yonnt 4 in the morni Indeed,
like eternal justice, they never slaep.”

“‘Arise, let us go,”

ON THE WAY TO PARADISE

Belleville is not difficult of access, even
if it is primitive. We alight at Essex, the
northern end. A fine y. colored man
and brother with mixed Italinn and Hebrew
features and confessedly Indian blood, looks
after the luggage. There is no hack. We
plange into & country road with a trodden

th almost lost in ways. Trees

ranoh overhead, a few shining with eher-
ries and stray robina eyeing them eritieally.
For a quiek discoverer of the largest and
loveliest strawberry and the ripest side of a
cherry copmend me to Robin. The manner
in which he tips his head und winks at you
suggests that if (on out-general him you
must rise early in the morning to go in

of wisdom.

Friendly blackberry sprays reach out
cordinl hands, alders with their creamy
blossoms, a tangle of shrubs and oh, a
thicket of wild roses hardly yet budded.
The rond rises up over a hill, but we turn,
Pm a nr'z of woods, and here is the house

n the midst of a great level place, with
hills up back of us, and down below houses
enongh for safety. A four-gabled house
with wide porches and vines running up to
& baltony swinging ont under the eaves,
spacious rooms and bigh eeili a house
built in the swell times before Fn-
day, when money was no object.

AWAY FROM THE HAUNTS OF MEN,

A spacious room, matted, not over
erowded, refreshinglF free from plaegues,
banners, scarfs and fancy needlework.  An
immense jar of flowers, fern leaves, grasses
and ends of scarlet maple that look like

George,
still, so weirdly beantiful!
hour's time we could be in New York |
mqm?‘:l!erlng our money—do you realize

‘““Don’t," entreats the seribe.
THE BEAUTIFS OF THE WOODS

We go home Inden with wild flowers,
Groat spikes of Solomon's Seal in waxen
snowiness, and the

ranium with its silken soft leaves. We

old eopper wor
to be had everywhere,
ened and wenther-beaten print works,
.burned long ago. Second river runsblithely
along, purling aver its very pehbly bottom.
On the other shore thers is a hum of busi-
ness, iron and steel works, but we leave
them behind and meander throngh country
ways. Here and thers a
tree, some faded old houses that were onece
d. Fields of corn, of onts and rye.
alight st the quaint little mushroom sta-
tion ealled Soho and =it on the beneh built
around a great tree with the thatch over our
bulf persuade ourselves we are

red.

hends,
waiting to go to Greenwond Lake.
train goes by without us. We taka Bloom-
field and Montelair instead. What a wealth
of pretty houses and
houses set on dainty hills and emerald Jawns

and foliage beds! But it is sweet to come

of gold.
across it, and ere lon
rpoil it. You see Newark bay, Trinity
Chureh, Brooklyn bri 5
S:aten Island and the Narrows.
westward the long range of bluish verdure-
covered hills rize higher and higher, & spur
of the long meuntain range extending from
An

sing, but how, the ol
Allmnellgnhh nforth; Frontier Within an p[jn_ Tt is a theill
our ew York. A few
eyes, aud chatter.

unt up a few belated

are wild roses in their

unfolding. Great clusters of honey lucust

shake out their sweetcess Ah, what

tt;nphiul The house is perfumed with
em.

After dinner we sett

most spacious of hammocks with high ends
full of cushions, slatted and mattrassed zo

ou do not sag in the

urns poetical and scribbles on the cover
of her book. There is the loxury of drows-
ing with not a fly to erawl over you, not an
insect to mar your peace, Om this ex-
quisite stillneas comes n erushing, rambling
sound. Nan springs out and
window,

“What is it?" ask

there was the rumble of an earthquake
even here.

“A wa

back to our own wild

From our own observatory we take ex-
tensive views. The Pussaic threads its way
in and out. That hive of industry belpw is
Newarle. Those long brick rows and that
immensely high chimney belong to the
thread works. There is a vague, half-hid-
den bridge over which ears are winding,

THE HOME OF

That suggestive mansion pe
home ofa
and his beantiful wife.
sounded, dashing, impetoous Phil Karney,
with one empty coat slesve, went to his
eountry’s defense as bravely a8 many a man
with two good arms. When the glad notes
of peace sounded he had gone overto the

at, silent majority.
in these days, more than a quarter of a cent-

the trees was th

ury

der are wooded hills
t

Here isag;:n
Lid

wind

Georgia to  Maine.
nortuern peaks you

strongly marked people as Charles Egbert
Craddock found in the Tennessee ”eﬂ:ﬁinﬂ,

living emong slate,
mines.

THE PLEASURES OF FAERMING,

Opposite our House Comfortable is a
great clover field such as one rarely sees in
these degenerate days, .60 says the Patriarch.

Ah, the sweetness of
crimson bloom.

to sce the array of

their doom. Our
bloom itself. A wunl.? sweetness per- | the dew begins to fall
vades the air. Out of oors{;:m s of | granee. Our very
spice pinks. You think of lavender and | with it. Ah,

rosemary. There is a rustling in the leaves
and the wood robins are singing their
tender plaintive early evening song.
Ah, how sweet, how peaceful! We
might be miles away from the haunts of
men.

After supper the Patrinrch comes out on
the poreh and smokes his pipe. We three
sit in the hammock and swing slowly, The
Patriarch is past 80, hale and hearty, with
enowy beard and pink cheeks. What mar-
vels he remembers! Leaving his father's
furm in Morris county he went to New
York to lenrn a trade when but 16, Canal
street was a skating pond in winter. Cen-
tral Park was country wild. “Greenidge”
village wus farms and gardens and the aris-
tocrats lived downtown, and not infre-
quently took their tea out on the front
stoop in the warm eveaings. The Battery
was a promennde for lovers en he
walked out to Newark to see his relatives
the ferrisge and the toll over the bridges
cost him 17 cents. Newark wasa primit?ve

town with no railroads. They were flouted

AIR THAT MAKES ONE SLEEP.
And the lovely tranquil air! Is it ozone

We go downtown for

The river side was once the

Here in the old Van nsse-

ies and gentleman of the
Sons and daughters

ilies, and the glory has departed.
Years ago it wns turned intoa Lotel

drove leisurely around the

zrimitiu poetry
ept plots. Two

we
fashioned way of 60 years agone. And
is his square of buckwhent bloom, swarm-
ing with beex. The clusters of white on
the red stems would do eredit to a bit of
We have sheaves of oats nod-

paintin
ding goldenly, and there are the little hay-

U

stubble?
The Patriareh bas a
out to see onts

monuments of

now it is wild roses. = We bring them
lmllnu in all their silken soft delica:r.
Palest pink, large transparent, deeper pin's,
rarest roses, aud such baby buds lbltl:l--.nu
with a smile in the bowls and jugs of wuter.
Ah, what hand ever does their delicate
beauty justice!

DOATING ON
The part

The sky is ail

vellow, then pinky gold, then all the
and lovenders, pale, green
!soﬂ dun haze, ecoming to almost tint-
ess
with the bloes ,
settles along the brooks and inlets. The
moon comes up over to the eastward, FEven,
our Bar Harbor friend adwmits it is
perfect picture. Down we go to the mfs]
sound of the oars. The bouts are coming
out. Athletes in shells and skifls, eanoes;
cosiumes of blue and white or red. There
is the sound of the guitar and flute and
banjo. Shall we float on forever to land
unknown—shail we re-echo the cry
Lotus Eaters?—

Ah, wh
Should Life nll El‘hor be?
Let us alone. Time driveth onward fasd.
And in a little while our lips are dumb,

then

space.
A

uirrels stare at you with bea
1:1 Will they be able to
remember when game laws expire? The
trees cast translucent shadows, now purple,
now silvery, now touched up with pale
gold—tints that would madden an artist,

“We might be in the woods at Lake
- says Nan, “it is all so solemaly

is going past. There must
surely be a riot in the town!”
‘We consider the painful possibility.

XEW JERSEY'S OLD COPPER MINE

_The patriarch takes ns out driving with
Lis gentle Betty. We visit the ruins of the
Certainly a ruin is not

Ago.
Here flies out a flag among the greenery.
This rural inviting placeis the Soldiers’
Home. This high picturesqne bluil’ with
the end of s bridge is Arlington. Over yon-

level—the field of the cloth:

Here and
of daisies in gold and white coquet with the
great clover heads. One alternoon there is
the sound of the mower whetting his scvthe,
the long swish, swish! o

blossomy people go to
earts would brﬂ When
pillows are drenched
it pay for to-morrow’s

v widens ont.
Yale, an athlete and oarsman, drops
upon us, and we are inducted into thi~ mys-
tery of shells and skifls and canoes and
and strokes. We go down 1o the
preity boathouse at Woodside, und sitting
on the grassy banks watch the strife.

“How s man dares to trust himselfin that
narrow brown line with the merest little well
for l:::bod; is a mystery to me,"” says the
Beri

But we all row in the twilight, or float by
thady suggestive banks
fragrunce 1s deeper, richer, with favors of
growing fruit, the silking out of corn, the
nutty odors of balsams, the pungency of
wild grape.

It is early evening when we resume our

d adage doth not ex-
of exquisife melod‘r.
¥y

And in an

pinkish lilse wild

violets, and oh! here
ingl time, just

Is ourselves in the

middle, The secribe

ics to the

s the eoribe. Onee

Here are the black-

rmificent old
We

The
rdens, of stately

TOsSCs,

PHIL KARNEY.

ing out from
rave soldier
When the alarum

There were herocs

snd farming lands

makes great hillows
the sickle will de-

dge, and, with a glass,
Turning

up among their
may find as queer,

limestone and iron

its purplish pink and
lt-geu nphﬂndl'ul

‘We do not lock en

we are steeped in fra-

small oat field and
cradled in the old-
here

former beauty. And

THE RIVER.

One friend from
down

The midsummer

a flare of ecrimson

inys

and lue,

kindling agnin
ive darkness

of the

ished b

and he observed that he
omtors who couid hold such & vast assembly
Rongnra,

The Campaign of 1502 Will De Waged Upon
Disestablishment,

DEATH OF THE REV. OWEN THOMAS

[CORRFSPONDENCE OF THE DISPATOIL )

Canxarvoxn, WALes, Ang. 12.—In the home
rule bill, introduced into Purlinment by Mr,
Alfred Thomas, M. I, and backed by other
mambers of the advanced section of repre-
sentatives of Wales, a definite form and sub-
stance his been given to the politienl aspira.
tions of the Cymry. In the first piace the
bill provides for the appolntment of a Seere-
tary of State for Wales, to whom would be
transferred the jorisdiction of the Local
Government Board, the Commissioners of
Woods and Forests and the Charity Com.
missioners, and he would take over from
the Lord Chanecellor the nomination of
magistrates, to be selected from lists furne
the County and Borough Coancils
Edunention Departinent is also pro
resent system

A Welsh
, to put an end to the

Ef governing the schools of Wales from Lon-
.

Probably the most important feature of
bill is the provision fora National Ceuncil,
This council woulii e specially concerned
in watehing over the interests of the indns.
trinl popuintion of Wales, and nmong other
things it would bhave to inquire into the
manngement of Crown Iands and minerals,
nllotments, and the housing of the working
classes. The bill lso authorizes the insti-
tation of n Welsh Universisy, to which
would be afillinted the Colleges of Aberyss-
with, Banzor and Candifl; the establishmens
of a Welsh Nutionnl Museum, drawing the
nucleus of a colleetion from objects of in-
terest rolating to Wales, which are st pres-
sent deposited in thoe British Muosenm; and
todeal with and pnss all bills relating 1o
harbors, plers, nulways, tramways snd
cognate matters. By oue section of the press
the Mll is described _rs  “very small
potutoes,”™ buk despite this it may safely be
said that it is by far the most comprehensive
Welsn bill ever brought into FParlinmens,
and its very introduction marks a new em
in the history of the Welsh national move-
ment,

The Coming General Election.

The recent speech of Mr: Balfour, in which
he intimated that the next genaral eleotion
wonlid in all probability be fought in the
conrs=o of the next year, has roused hoth
political parties to dction, and “regiscer™
and “organize” are the onlers of the day.
In Wales, g in other portions of the King-
dom, prepamtions for the comi rht are
being nctively pashed on, and indications
aTe not wanting that tie generul election of
2 will prove 1o be one of the most hotly-
contested of woldern times, The Conserva-
tives experience some diffienlty in fAndi
cundidates to contest Anglesey and No
and South Carnurvonshire axninst the sissing
members, Mossrs, T, P. Lewis, J. Bryn-Kobe
arts and Willium Rathlone. It i announced
that Mr. Morgan Lloyd, . C., who formerly
represented the Anglesey Boroughs ns &
Liberal, is disposed to champion the Union-
ist eanse in toat couuty.

In 186 the sitting momber (Mr. T. P.Lowis!
obiained a mujority of 28 out of n%ﬂll
7.H8. The fercest fight of all will be that in
the Carnarvon boronghs, where Sir John H.
Puleston, the present memiwer for Devon-
port, secka 1o oust Mr. Lloyd George, who
was returned at a bye-ciection a eouple of
yenrs ago. Sir John Puleston ls not un-
known in the States, where he served on
Goeernor Cartin's staif in the war. He was
also Predident for many years of che St
David's socioty st New York., A close con-
test [s auticipated in the Denbigh boroughs
nad nlso in East Deobighshire, Inthe laster
constitoeney Mr, Osborne Morgan was re-
tunrmed at the last election by a majority of
25 only, out ot a poll, of 7,048, his vpponens
being” Sir Watkin Wynn, “the Prince in
Walea” 30 far us the Principality is con-
cerned the elections will prolnbly be foughs,
not on the lIrish Homeo Hule question, bug
that of the disestablishment of the English
Clhurch in Wales,

The New Principal.

The Council of thte University Collegs ad
Aberystwith is to be congratulated upon
fta selection of principal. FProbably no
worthier sucecssor tw Frincipal Edwards
could e found at the present time than Pro-
fessor T. F. Roberts, M. A. He has a high
reputation s a scholar, snd has hnda re.
marknbly snccessful carcer, both as studens
and professor. & lica constuble’s son, he
steadily worked Liis way from a wvillage
school to the University Collese at Abervst-
with and thence to Oxford., At the ageof
M4 be was eleeted Frofessor of Groek as
Cardiff, and now, at the age of 31, he soo.
eeeds to the principulship of the instisution
in whict s fow yeurs ago ho won honors asa
stiddent.

He iz a member of the Baptist connexion,
and wus u local preacher with thnt body as
the enrly age of 15 During his siay ag
Cardiff he frequently occupied the puipits
of the different denmninations in the neighs
borhood. Ile is an ardent educationaliss,
and has taken an active pars in every move.
ment of recent yenrd nifecting the educne
tional interests of the Frincipality. A
Welsh Natlonallst of the laiess school, the
national traditions which attach to Aberyst-
with sre perfectly eafe in his keeping,
Welshmen wiil continue to wateh with in-
tereat the cureer of the younyg professor,
and he may be nssared of the best wishes
ol his feliow countrymaen in his new and res
sponsible post

The Censns in Wales,

The figures of the receat census in Wales
are not without interest to Welshmen in
other climes, Of the 12 Weish countles no
fewer than 9 show n decrease of popalation
a8 compared with that of 1851 In the other
three—Denbizhshire, Carmarthenshirs and
Glamorzanshire—there Las been n conslder.
able inerense, especinlly in the latter conaty,
which bas now s population of 657,47, as
dgnlnst S1L432 ten years ngo. The popula-
tion of the whole of the 2 counties st the

resent thme is 13I8 929 as agninst L9829 in

*8l. Tho docressy in the nine counties is
[artly accounted for by emigration to the

‘nited Staves, Aastralia and other quarters
of the globe, nnd partly to the emigmtion of
Inrge numbers of workmen to the indastriat
eenters of Enghnmd, The town of Cardif,
with its contribumn boroughs, hus ine
erensed in population from 85,5682 o 102,148 iy
the ten years. It hus now becoms the fArsd
conl expore port in the world, and fts re
markalle growth Is one of thoe features #of
the census resnits. One of the causes of tle
decreased populsntion in counties such as
Caruarvon, Merioneth and Flint, which dre
rich in mineral resources, is to be found in
the shortsighted policy of the Crown sod
private landlords in bandicapping local ege
terprise by means of exorbitant royaltis

The Late Rev. Owen Thomas.

In the death of the Rev. Owen Thorms Dy
D., of Liverpool, the Calvinistie Methodisd
denominstion has lost its foremont preacher,
and in every quarter of the giobe in which
the Welsh race Is settled, tho news of his
death will be recoived with profound regret.
The decensed divine was born at Holyhead,
in Anglesey, in 1813, of piousand humbie
pnnumgunu up to the age of early manhood
he worked as a stonemason. He began to
preach at the age of 22, and hisservicss were
so0n in constant demand at preaching meet-
ings anil at the unnoal associstions of his
depominntion. For thelast 40 vears he stood
in the front rank of living preachers.

A well deserved tributa to the eloguencs
of the deceased was paid many yvears ago by
Charvies Dickens, The novelist wasons visid
10 Banger, Narth Wales, when Dr, Thomas
was preaching nt the Calvinistie Methodist
Assoclation held there. Without under
standing n word of the sermon, Dickens saw
that the mnltitude of 4000 or 19000 parsons
were spell-bound by the proacher's words,
new of bat fow

togelier. TR
WHEN INGALLS WAS OFF.

His Illastration Regarding the Angelns
Ensily Taroed Agalnst Him.

Boston Herald.)

When Senator Ingalls said, in his recent
address at New York, that it only required
brains to paint “The Angelus,” which sold
for §100,000, and that no one else was pro-

hibited from painting it, he was ‘Eld to
co 3
millionaire if be had the braine.  As i1 hap-
ens, he could scarcely have chosen s more
Nobody doubts that the
tire had brains, but we presums nobody
:in:u who re-
ceived the sum which will often
in the future ms the nineteenth ']
paltry hundreds he was
often named. Mr. * remarks about

illustrate his point thst any man
Incious prop to his argument.
of thas
ligves that it was the
ble tribute to art. On the 0
pa bave bewa tos
brains are brilliant, but not sound,




